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NEW PEAN

College Chooses Sean Peters, CSJ,
New V.P. Academic Affairs
By Janet Sheley
Sister Sean C. Peters, CSJ, has been
appointed Vice President for Academic
Affairs and Dean at Fontbonne College.
Sister Peters will be replacing Sister
Marie Damien Adams, who will resign
her post at the end of the 1987-88 school
year.
Sister Peters is currently the Director
of Career Services at The College of
Saint Rose in Albany, New York. She
has held that position since 1986. Before
her appointment as Director of Career

Services, she served as the acting
Associate Dean of the graduate school at
Saint Rose, where she has been a faculty
member since 1973.
Sister Peters earned her masters and
doctoral degrees in educational psychol
ogy from Rutgers University. She
earned her bachelor's degree in elemen
tary education from The College of Saint
Rose.
While a member of the faculty at
Saint Rose, she was involved with many
committees, including the Ad Hoc
Governance Committee and several
committees for the Sisters of St. Joseph.
Sister Peters believes her eleven years as
a faculty member at Saint Rose and three
years as an administrator "manifest my
committment to higher education and
give me an appreciation for both the fac
ulty and the administrative perspec
tives."
She also feels Fontbonne's committ
ment to the liberal arts and its career
preparation fit well with her background.
She believes Fontbonne is a place where
she "can make a difference. Planning
and implementing what we want tTie stu
dents to learn, how the student can best
learn this and how we can measure both
their learning and our teaching comes
almost automatically to me."
"My enthusiasm is one of the most
important factors 1 can bring to
Fontbonne," she adds. "Saint Rose is
twice the size of Fontbonne, but they
have the same spirit and sense of com
munity."
The search committee interviewed
three candidates for the position.
Fontbonne President Dr. Meneve
Dunham was particularly impressed by
Sister Peters' "warmth and openness and
her ability to listen." Dr. Dunham adds
that with the new emphasis on outcome

assessments, Sister Peters' concern for
students will be beneficial to the college.
"She has a great interest in improving
the academic environment to benefit
quality students. Her interest in students
is to see that they achieve their potentials.
She is also concerned that the academic
and student life components work togeth
er to provide an appropriate academic
environment," Dunham said. "She knows
the academic context and believes in the
mission at Fontbonne."
According to Sister Damien, who
Sister Peters will replace, Sister Peters'
extensive faculty experience makes her a
good choice for the job. Damien adds
that because Saint Rose is a sister col
lege, Sister Peters "is familiar with the
mission and charism of Fontbonne, which
are meeting the individual needs of those
New Dean continued on page 6

Gov. Ashcroft meets Elizabeth Vollner, FontBanner Feature Editor, after his
speech.
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Campaign For Fontbonne Goes Public
By Elizabeth Vollmer and
Lisa R. DeStefano
On April 21 the college publicly
announced its first major financial cam
paign, The Campaign For Fontbonne, at a
luncheon in the Arnold Memorial
Center.
The campaign, which has been unoffically underway since July 1, 1986, has
already raised over half of its six million
dollar goal. This public launch with a
keynote address by Governor John
Ashcroft included a thank-you to major
conffibutors and an announcement of new
scholarship awards.
Dick Ford, Anchorperson for KSDK
Channel 5 News, emceed the occasion.
He commented in his opening speech,
"This is not only an important day for
Fontbonne, but also an important day for
the St. Louis community."
Governor Ashcroft's speech stressed the
importance of the private religious insti
tution in the educational life of the state

Sister Sean C. Peters, CSJ

Business Department Offers M.S. in Taxation
The Department of Business and Administration will offer a Master of
Science in Taxation (MST) in the fall of 1988.
The program is designed for those with a bachelor's degree who wish to pur
sue a career in taxation, and for working professionals who seek specific exper
tise in one or more tax courses.
The MST program will be offered on Saturdays from 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. and
may be completed entirely within one calendar year, oyer a total of 52
Saturdays. For students who do not have an undergraduate degree in business,
the degree may take two calendar years. However, if students wish to complete
the degree at a more leisurely pace, they may extend the program to six years.
"This is a unique program. There is no other program like this in the
metropolitan area, including Illinois," commented Dr. Peckron of the Business
and Administration Department. "Students who are graduating in May might
want to look into it. Most employers will pay for it and it will sharpen their
skills, which will make them more marketable."
The MST curriculum includes the following classes: Taxation of
Corporations and Shareholders; Tax Practice and Procedure; Tax Research
Methods, Estate and Gift Taxation; Tax Accounting; Taxation of Real Estate
Transactions; International Taxation; Corporate Reorganization; Business Tax
Planning; Estate Tax Planning; Pension, Profit Sharing and Deferred
Compensation; Taxation of Partnerships, Partners and Subchapter S
Corporations.
The faculty will consist of instructors with years of academic
and practical experience from corporations, private accounting firms, and gov
ernment agencies. For further information, contact William M. Friedman (8623456).
By Elizabeth Vollmer

of Missouri. "One of the most important
things in life is the transmission of values
from one generation to the next," the gov
ernor said.
The luncheon promoted support for the
campaign and allowed for the recognition
of major donors such as The Alumni
Association, Boatmen's Bank, Enterprise
Leasing Company, General American
Life, Commerce Bank of St. Louis
County, Missouri Colleges Fund,
Merchantile Bancorporation, Petrolite
Corporation, Fisher Control Coiporation,
The Webb Foundation, The Wahlert
Foundation, The Vatterott Foundation,
Mr. and Mrs. George S. Graff, Meneve
Dunham, and many others. Special guests
included Archbishop of St. Louis, John
L. May.
This five-year campaign will strength
en academic programs, improve the
social environment, modernize facilities,
and maintain the values orientation of a
Fontbonne education.
The monies raised will be divided into
three
different categories:
The
Endowments for Persons, which consists
of a Salary Improvement Pool and
Student Scholarships; The Facility
Modernization, which includes Physical
Plant Systems, Classroom Renovations,
New Science Laboratories, and Updated
Academic Equipment; and Annual Fund
Contributions, which entails Current
Operating Expenses.
Only the interest earned from the
Endowment Fund, which is managed by
an investment firm under the direction of
the Board of Trustees, is used. The ben
efits of the campaign were already appar
ent at the luncheon. Six students were
announced as scholarship recognition
awardees. The award from the Sisters of
St. Joseph of Carondolet went to Rachel
Coppedge. Deborah Vbnarx received a
scholarship named for Sister Rose
Genevieve Downes, and Catherine Treese
received a scholarship in the name of
Mary Rita Wahlert Flynn. Mary
Bommarito was the awardee of the
Edward Chase Garvey Foundation, and
Mark Hicks of the Norman J. Stupp
Foundation. Rose Hardieway was
Vatterott Minority Grant recipient.
The Board of Trustees have already
pledged $650,000., and the faculty and
staff have reached their goal of $100,000.
Campaign continued on page 6

Residence Hall Hell:"My Whole Personality Has Been Altered"
By Jeff Patterson

It has occured to me that, since moving
into the dorms, my demeanor, indeed my
whole personality, has been altered.
Somehow this troubles me as I feel 1 no
longer fit in properly at home or any
where civilized. It is my contention that
dorm life is currently perverting once nor
mal college students.
First of all, there is the problem of
excessive noise. At first it disturbed me,
but now I find that my entire reasoning
being depends on chaos to function prop
erly. 1 am in fact unable to concentrate at
all now, without the boisterous ramblings
of drunken students and the blaring of at
least three different rock songs around
me. I often discover myself swaying to
some unheard beat now even if no music
is playing. Silence is almost unbearable,
and when forced to sit someplace quiet
such as a library, I feel about to explode.
My enjoyment of music has also been
affected. When listening to a song on the
radio I often like to turn another radio on
and listen to different songs simultaneous
ly. It's as if this confusion gives me some
sort of pleasure and comfort.
My money consciousness has been
altered considerably, as well. When
young, I recall delighting in the receipt of
a denomination as large as a five dollar
bill, but now I ask for my paycheck in
quarters. J must now struggle to obtain
change for the laundry machines to clean
my clothes before they rise up and refuse,
of their own will, to be cleaned and then
leave me. I believe I have already lost
numerous socks this way.
A thorough twisting of my values has
taken place, and my thoughts are becom
ing more immediate. My concerns have
shifted from saving for my future to wor
rying whether or not the vending machine
in the lobby is out of Snickers candy bars.
My diet is another factor that's been
altered. I eat constantly, and no longer for
the taste and nutritional value of the food,
but simply to eat. I work now on some
savage survival instinct, getting food
where I can and when I can. I find myself
increasingly buying those obscure, plainlabeled items at the supermarket that 1
once sneered at superiorly. My God, I
cringe to note that not a week has gone by
without tasting Ramen Noodles.
Hygiene is an area that is especially
worrying me (and the local Health Dept.).
Once upon a time I fancied myself as an
immaculate individual. Those days are
now only fading memories, no doubt
buried under a pile of dirty clothes in the
comer of my room, or the closet, or the
bed. 1 must mentally remap my room
daily lest 1 get lost while pacing. I’ve
come to respect trash and filth and its
place in my dwelling. I ve learned to live
with it. It, however, objects strongly to

my presence.
Of course, the bathrooms are another
story. There I am forced not only to con
tend with my own formidable filth, and I
assure you I have enough challenge
there, but must also deal with the debris
of countless others like me (often worse).
I must combat daily with the sticky
floors, stopped up toilets, rancid toilet
seats, volatile fumes, nonfunctioning
faucets, and absence of paper towels.
Most disturbingly, perhaps, is that the lat
ter problem is what most annoys me.
From all this I have gained a deep mis
trust for all toilets, and have often

thought of carrying, for self defense rea
sons, a bolstered can of Lysol.
But what of all this? What, I ask the
creators of this seeming residential hell, is
the point behind it all? Is it perhaps some
secret genetic experiment designed by the
CIA to create a superrace of young sol
diers that can withstand any obstacle or
task no matter how horrible and disgust
ing (I challenge a contra to stomach a
shower in our floor’s bathroom)? Could it
be evolution working in reverse, realizing
its mistake in humanity, and returning us
to the primordial slime? Or could, it sim
ply be an advanced educational exercise

undertaken by colleges in order to train
us for making it in the savage melee of
real life (Hello Wall Street)?
Regardless of the purpose or meaning
behind it all, my regression towards bar
barism continues. Perhaps I'm making
too much of this, but alas, I must go now,
as I hear down the hall, someone is blast
ing Beethoven's 5th, with Pink Floyd
blaring out a few doors further downone of my favorite combinations. I think
I'll fix some microwave popcorn for din
ner, put on some Talking Heads and
enjoy the fall of civilization.

Graduation: Going Forward and Looking
By Lisa R. DeStefano

101 of whom will be receiving their
Master's
degrees.
Preceeding
Commencement, will be the Baccalaureate
Mass that will be held at 7:30 p.m. on

As we tend to look forward to the
future, we tend to recall the past. This is
especially true for the graduating class of
1988.
’’Fontbonne has been like a
Great decisions have been made
big Italian mother to me -regarding our futures here, and we had to
choose the path we wanted to follow. We always safe, understanding,
worked very hard for the day they would
and warm.”
tell us we were graduated, that we were
on our way to becoming our country's
Friday, May 13 in the Chapel located in
future.
Ryan Hall.
Mary Henning will give the
Now that this day is within reach, we
senior class statement during the
find new feelings and anxieties. We ask
Commencement ceremony. Among those
ourselves if we chose the right major, if
graduating Summa Cum Laude will be
we learned everything as well as we
should have, and the scariest question of
You're not the only one
them all: Am I ready to go into the world
and make it on my own?
When we feel like this — sometimes
wanting to cry, other times just wanting to
blow the whole thing so. we can stay here
another year feeling safe and secure — we By Julie Boggiano
know we must go forward. Many times
Do me a favor and get your minds out of
it helps to think about what college has the gutter, will ya please?
given us all of these years: security, love,
Imagine!
support, understanding, guidance, friend
Sure, I'm a wizard in all things, and this
ships that would last a lifetime and of is certainly the place to come for new
course, an education.
ideas and experiences, but I'll thank you
Then we think about what contribu not to abuse my writings as a sex manual.
tions we've made to the college, whether
I'm talking about college, for Krishna's
we contributed in student government or sake. You know, college, that place you
as an Ambassador, by performing in the go to hang out for a while before you
atre, playing a sport, or by just being decide to make something of your life?
involved in the college community. (English profs notwithstanding.) (Hi,
Somehow, we, the graduating class of Jason.)
1988, have affected the lives of manyYeah, yeah, that's the ticket. I'm here
the friends we have made whether they too.
are students, faculty, administration or
As for those simple-minded innocents
staff- we have in some way touch their who thought this was a place of knowl
lives as they have touched ours.
edge acquired and shared — well, there's
The Class of 1988 has fond memories something here for everyone, including
of the college and we truly hope that those who don't deserve it.
Fontbonne has the same of us.
On
However, there is also something here
Saturday, May 14, Commencement cere (or should I say there isn’t?) which is lack
monies will be held in the library quad ing in abundance, and we all know what
rangle for approximately 284 students,

Tom Adams, Theresa Diliberto, and
Theresa Lambrich. Karen Kilo, Darleen
Phillips, Karen Preusser and Janet Sheley
will be graduating Cum Laude. Both
Theresa Lambrich and Karen Pruesser
will receive Alumni hoods. This is the
first year two students have been chosen
by the faculty and staff to receive such an
honor.
Graduation holds
special meaning for senior Janan Kiesov.
When asked what she has gotten out of
the college in the past four years, she
replied, "As a graduating Fine Arts
major, I feel I've received knowledge
from the Art Department that will affect
the kind of work I'll be doing for the rest
of my Graduation continued on p. 6

Yes, But CanYou Do It On Your Own
that is, don't we, gang?
Of course we do. (That's a hint for you
remedial guys.)
Everybody figured it out yet? It's
course selection, or in this case, total
eclipse thereof.be, r c’ terI know it's a drag, but in lieu of group
suicide, Your Humble Omniscient has
once again assumed the task of straight
ening out your pathetic little existences
and academic nightmares.
Okay, enough opening promo. Here's
the plan:
Well, never one to criticize the adminis
tration or the establishment, I don't pro
pose that the college solve the problem
even though they should 'cause they cre
ated it.
Every acute scholar should arrange for
an independent study with a worthy pro
fessor; it's the only sensible thing.
Come on. Name me another class
where you get to study what you want,
Julie continued on page 6

Letter to the Editor:

Teachers Push Students Out of Computer Lab
By Margaret Hesse
Dear Editor:
There seems to be a lack of considera
tion towards students concerning use of
the Computer Lab. Just in the past week
another student and I were gravely incon
venienced three times for periods of at
least two hours by teachers holding class
es in the Apple Lab.
Isn't the Lab for lab time outside of
class? Shouldn't classes be held in class
rooms? Last week, we wanted to use the
Lab and thought all the computers were
being used. We waited in the Lab and
then discovered that most of the students
were just sitting at a terminal, not using it,
waiting for their class to begin at 5:00. It

was 4:30.
For the month of March, fifty-one
hours were reserved by teachers within a
period of seventeen days. Some blocks of
reserved time spanned five hours at one
time for one class! This week, a student
was asked to leave the Lab because a
class had reserved the Apple Lab. She
left and returned in an hour and a half to
see if the class was still using the Lab.
They weren't. In fact, only one student
had shown up for that class and they did
not use the full two hours reserved. The
student who had been kicked out could
have used this now wasted time in the
Lab as she originally planned.
Letter continued on page 6
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Sr. Damien9s Legacy: 99Enable Others to Have Accomplishments"
By Amy Smoucha
Upon completing her last semester as
Academic Dean, a position which she has
held for twelve years, Sr. Marie Damien
Adams claims little responsibility for the
sense of community and the academic and
institutional improvements which have
come about during her term.
"I don't think in terms of having accomplishments. I feel that administrators
should enable others to have accomplish
ments," she commented. In her 23 years
at Fontbonne, Sr. Damien has seen a lot of
changes. "Things are more open now,"
she explained, "There are fewer require
ments. There was a time when residential
students couldn't leave campus without
signing out, and if they did they could be
dismissed."
But those strict regulations went along
with the times, and Sr. Damien points out
that the changes that have been made are
a response to individuals — the most
important element in forming an academ
ic community.
Sr. Damien has partici
pated in this academic community in
many ways. She has taught in and
chaired the Communication Disorders
Department, and she served as Director of
Residence for a short time.
The concern for student needs and the
needs of the institution have been fore
most in Sr. Marie Damien's understanding
of Fontbonne's administrative philosophy.
"What we have tried to do is develop an
academic community by working with the
individual."
Her co-workers have

noticed this dedication to the people with
in the academic community. Sr. Stephanie
Stueber, a colleague of Sr. Damien, and
the current Director of Alumni Relations,
noted that "Sr. Damien is someone who
definitely takes the individual into consid
eration. She sees human relations as both
personable and personal."
An Academic Dean works in close con
tact with the faculty. In striving to develop
a sense of community, Sr. Damien speaks

Sr. Marie Damien Adams
of "playing down the divisions and antag
onisms which are natural in any institu
tion. It's something that takes constant
attention."
Although Sr. Damien speaks of this
constant attention as a team effort, Father
Jack Fleming, Vice President of Student
Affairs, decribed her as "more than just

another administrator. She is deeply
involved and trusted by the faculty."
"I
wish I had known that the Dean is more
removed from the students," Sr. Damien
said as she considered her term as
Academic Dean. "I regret things like not
being able to meet students in the halls
and call them by name." But she has not
become isolated from students, and she
has conveyed an important personal
regard to many people. Fr. Jack com
mented on her interest in students: "She is
a person to whom relationships are just as
important as information. She has a
remarkable capacity to listen to students
and act on their behalf. Never has an
administrator done this quite as generous
ly-"
In February, the Board of Trustees
established the Fontbonne Distinguished
Service Award, which honors individuals
for service and dedication to the college.
At the Faculty and Staff Recognition
Dinner on April 16, Sr. Marie Damien
became the first recipient of the award.
Commenting afterwards, she maintained,
"I am 'distinguished' because of the com
pany I keep."
Sr. Damien resigned from her position
as Academic Dean because her religious
community elected her as Assistant
Provincial, and she will take to that posi
tion all of the strengths which she has
demonstrated as an administrator.
According to Sr. Stueber, "She has the
kind of mind which is able to see not just
the goal or objective, but to see the inter
relationship of parts to get to the end."

Emm GQllefle.tQ Parish Work

Fr. Jack Leaves "A Great Place to Have Been"
By Tamitra McCormick
Already there were signs of Father
Jack's coming departure: a box in the cor
ner, an uncluttered work area, his robe and
collar that emitted a nostalgic but restless
spirit that seemed eager to move on.
"Are you with the Post-Dispatch,"
joked Father Jack, "or 60 Minutes? The
Fontbanner? Even better."

Fr. Jack Fleming
Father Jack Fleming, Vice President of
Student Affairs is a man with a great sense
of humor, integrity, and loyality which he
has shown to Fontbonne over the past ten
years. During his time here he has seen
changes. We have more men and athletic
departments. But in general, he finds that
the students continue to be "very person
able and friendly."
He also feels that the students are
"bright and eager and go on to do well
once they graduate." Father Jack believes
that Sister Marie Damien maintained very
high standards for the faculty and he is

excited about the new faculty added.
For instance, he feels that the English
Department is a good example of "fresh
insights" and they are enthused about
serving students."
Father Jack Fleming is a modest
man. When asked what he thought his
greatest accomplishments were, he said
he didn't think of his work here in that
manner. "I think about energizing peo
ple to go on to do greater things. If I do
that, then I'm pleased. My time has
been well-spent. The students do well
and add more to the world around them.
If I've added to that, then that's an
accomplishment."
Conditions have been improved here
for students since Father Jack arrived.
The college has improved facilities,
there is a higher level of activities, the
sports program has grown and devel
oped, and more money is being spent
on students. He would have loved to
see a field house and more activities for
the students, but heis confident that he
is leaving these concerns in good hands.
Future plans for Father Jack include
assuming his new duties as pastor of
Holy Family Parish in south St. Louis.
He also plans to do Public Affairs tele
vision work and pick up some graduate
hours in theology. He hopes to write,
reflect and work hard in his neighbor
hood and at city events,"serving the
needs of the people in the parish." He
also wants to make use of a camera that
he has had for two years, improve his
backhand at tennis, and "squeeze in a
trip to Ireland" where he will play golf
and hang out in the pubs.
As a sort of verbal Last Will and
Testament, Father Jack willed some
advice and thoughts to the students:
1. Maintain a positive, cheerful, and
realistic attitude about life and the

world around you and you can accom
plish what you set out to do.
2. Continue having the Fontbonne
spirit.
3. Take every opportunity to grow
from being at Fontbonne.
4. Make a difference at whatever you
choose to do in life. 5. Care about who
you are and what you do.
In general, Father Jack said that he
would miss seeing his good friends,
being on campus and being a part of a
flourishing Fontbonne. His last wishes to
everyone are to "feel good about being at
Fontbonne because it's a great place to be
and a great place to have been."
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IN MEMORIAM
Francis Kinkel
Professor Emeritus: Department of English
1946-1982

Teacher, colleague, and friend
Professor Kinkel died April 19, 1988 at Jewish Hospital after

suffering a heart attack. Surviving him are his wife Dolores;
four daughters, Carol, Judy, Susan, and Barbara; three sis

ters; and seven grandchildren.

Melissa Hack as Bobbi Michele exercizes her charms on John Cummiskey who plays Barney Cashman, the "Red Hot Lover."

Red Hot Lover Warms up to Good Performances
By Janet Sheley
Barney Cashman is the Last of the Red
Hot Lovers, a 47-year-old fish restaurant
owner, who is determined to have an
extramarital affair to spice up his "nice"
life. His three failed attempts at infidelity
are the subject of this Fpntbonne College
Theatre production of Neil Simon's come
dy, starring John Cummiskey in the role.
The play is set in Barney's mother's
apartment in New York City. Each act of
this three-act play begins with Barney's
ringing the doorbell and surreptitiously
entering, fearful of the neighbors' hearing.
Each time Barney has a date he brings the
necessities of a clandestine affair: liquor,
two glasses, and aftershave. Barney's
adeptness at the dates is measured by his
choice of accoutrements. In the final act,
he brings wine instead of scotch, and
wears Brut, indicative of his change in tac
tics.
The uptight restauranteur's first near
conquest is Elaine Navazio, played by
Meg Walters. Elaine is more practiced
than the admittedly "staid" Barney. The
bitter, hard boiled expert at clandestine liasons admits she's so cold, "I have to wear
gloves to take off my underwear." All she
wants is sex and she wants it now; howev
er, the amateur Barney wants a little con
versation, which he hopes will lead to
something "beautiful."
The second object of Barney's lust is
aspiring actress Bobby Michele, a woman
he met in the park. Played by Melissa
Hack, she's a cross between Marilyn
Monroe in The Seven Year Itch and Glen
Close in Fatal Attraction. The ditzy
blonde, who lives with her Nazi lesbian
vocal coach, tells Barney horror tales
about a former boyfriend who sharpens his
teeth, and the mysterious Mr. H„ who kid
napped her Lhasa Apso in a love-pro
voked act of vengeance. When Barney
notices suspicious scars on her wrists, he's
anxious for her to leave. However, she
introduces him to the joys of marijuana,
and they end the day singing popular
songs.

Barney's third fling is with his dowdy
neighbor, Jeannette Fisher, who came on
to Barney in his kitchen while she and her
husband were having dinner with the
Cashmans. The dreadfully depressed
woman, played to the hilt by Laura Butler,
makes it all too clear she's not physically
attracted to Barney. She offers her not-sooptimistic view of life, managing to plant
a seed of doubt in Barney about his unreproachable wife. The new Barney, more
hip in his plaid sports coat and ready for
action, wants to get down to business.
Jeannette only wants to bring him down
to her level of depression, along with 60
million people like her who need pills to
get them through the day (or so she read
in People magazine). Through their con
templations about the state of the world,
both discover they love their spouses very

much, and, of course, their passion is not
consummated.
John Cummiskey performed well in the
leading role. As is often the case in col
lege productions, the performers must
play characters much older than they.
Once I accepted Cummiskey as a middleaged man, the play became more enjoy
able. Cummiskey became more natural as
the play progressed. The character of
Barney became more relaxed in the con
text of the play, but Cummiskey seemed
more in place as the sex-hungry Romeo in
the last act than as the unsure square about
to embark on his first affair.
Meg Walters as Elaine delivered some
of the funniest lines of the play. Melissa
Hack was convincingly manic, even
allowing Barney and the audience an
occasional peek at her underwear. Laura

Butler delivered the best performance of
the evening. Her low-key performance as
the medicated housewife was the high
light of the play.
All the actors, as they became more
comfortable in their roles, did well.
Unfortunately for the female leads
(except for Laura Butler, who was on the
mark from the beginning), just as they
settled into their roles, their acts ended.
In addition, the occasional blue^phrases
seemed unnatural and out of place, not
quite fitting in to the actors’ cadences of
speech.
The stage design presented a problem,
as well. Though the scenery was very
well made and thorough in creating the
furnishings and embellishments of an
apartment, the scene provided no sense of
time and place. The old furnishings and
Red Hot continued on p. 6

New Designer Doyle Sets the Scene
By Becky Day
The Theatre Department has acquired a new scenic designer
as of this year. Kim Doyle has had a variety of experiences in
scenic designing and will be a pleasant addition to the college
and its fine arts.
As a native of St. Louis,
Kim Doyle grew up with
many aspirations of what
her adult life would be like.
"I wanted to be a doctor, I
wanted to be able to help
people and stop their pain,"
she commented. Doyle
held on to this dream
throughout her high school
years and even through
three years of her college
studies.
But she explained how
Kim Doyle
that all changed and her
interest became theatre-ori
ented. "A friend of mine was involved in a play and I watched
the steps that breathed life into the production. I was hooked."
Switching her major to the theatre department, Kim graduated

with her bachelor's in Communications with an emphasis in
Theatre. She later earned a master's in Theatre with an emphasis
in Design.
With this knowledge Doyle began work in theatre for many
companies and in different cities. In Kentucky she designed light
and scenes for the Louisville Ballet School of Dance.
She also worked for the Jefferson Community College in various

areas.
In her spare time, Doyle did free lance work as a designer.
"Kentucky is a wonderful state; it allowed me to try my skills in
a new place and in my own style," she said.
Doyle then moved back to Missouri where she taught at Tarkio
College, main campus. (Currently there are many branches in the
St. Louis area). Here she taught production design as well as
communication courses.
Back in St. Louis, she held one of her career's most exciting
non-teaching jobs at The Repertory Theater in Webster Groves
as a part-time props assistant. The Hilton asked her to help
repair "Audrey II," the man-eating plant starring in Little Shop
of Horrors. Audrey was one of the largest props Doyle had ever
worked with.
"Audrey was mind-boggling and intriguing; it was magical
Kim said. "Audrey could have been constructed differently, but if
Doyle, continued on page 6

REEPINg
By Robert Rhodes
Standing outside Carlos and Brad’s old house, Dave's
heart raced, and he gripped the handle of his guitar case
wetly. I hope Blackie's here, he thought to himself.
Taking a deep breath, he walked up the stairs and
knocked lightly on the door.
When Carlos answered, time fell backward and
Creeping Death started to breath in Dave again. The
drummer's face still beamed that familiar suave Mexican
smile. Dave put his guitar case down, and the two men
embraced warmly. "Hey, what's up, man?" Carlos asked
rhetorically.
"Not much, man," Dave said, and felt a smile pulling at
his face. Except for a shorter haircut, much like Dave's
own, Carlos looked exactly as he had when Dave left.
"Izzat Dave I hear?" a voice called from inside.
Dave let go of Carlos just enough to look for that
muscle bound goof of a singer he'd missed for the last
three years. "Brad?"
"Hey, Dude!" Brad said, lumbering towards Dave and
grabbing him almost off the floor in his huge arms.
"Hey, guy..." Dave wheezed, and giggled painfully
"Dude, where ya been keepin’ yourself?" Brad
asked, replacing Dave on the floor.
"School, you know, in St. Louis."
"Oh, yeah," Brad said and led Dave into the small
house. Carlos took Dave’s guitar ease for him and
asked, "How’s Annie?"
"Great," Dave said. "Just great."
"Any uh..." Carlos pointed at his stomach.
"No, no little Daves or Annies yet," Dave said. "Can't
afford 'em. We're being pretty careful."
Brad sat down on a couch in the living room. "I
thought you got married so you wouldn't have to be care
ful."
Carlos rolled his eyes and Dave grinned. "How's
UCLA?" Dave asked.
Carlos sat on the floor beside his drum set and Dave
sat in the old reclining chair. The house was cleaner,
more ordered than it had been three years ago, but Dave
still noticed that mixed odor of beer and must. "It's okay,"
Carlos said, "but I thought it'd be harder."
"Sure, yer probably majoring in Spanish."
"Tu madre, buddy," Carlos said and laughed.
Dave chuckled and asked, "Blackie's coming, isn't
he?"
"Sure," Brad said. "He's the one who got this whole
thing together."
"Wonder what got him all excited about seeing us all
of a sudden," Carlos mumbled.
Dave frowned. "He's a lot more sensitive than you
guys think. He misses us."
"Sure, Dave," Brad said, and kicked his legs up onto
the edge of the couch and lay back.
After a silence, Dave glanced at the drumset placed
in the center of the room as it had always been when the
band used to practice. "I'm surprised you still have these
in here."
"We just brought them in from the garage for this get
together," Carlos explained. "I don't have time for that
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kind of stuff anymore between work and school."
• Brad let go.
"It's cool to see you again, Dude," Brad said, and
"Yeah," Brad said, "he's always doin' homework. I bet
moved back to the couch where he plopped down and
he hasn't gotten laid in a year."
"Gotta keep up that GPA," Carlos said.
gulped down some more beer.
Dave spotted a photo album covered with dust, lying
Dave got up and stared at Blackie. Blackie stared
lonely on an end table, and reached for it. "Is this what I
back.
think it is?"
"Hi,” Dave offered gingerly.
"I forgot that was there," Carlos admitted. "I bet
"Hi," Blackie said, and stole Dave's chair, sinking
there's some good stuff in there."
heavily into what seemed to Dave an uncomfortable posi
"I want a beer," Brad said, and jumped off the couch.
tion. "I'm surprised she let you come."
"You take up drinkin' yet?"
"Blackie..." Carlos began.
Dave realized Brad was talking to him and said,
Blackie looked at Carlos. "I dont mean anything by it.
You have to be a pretty understanding woman to let your
"Sure, Coke is fine."
husband run off to sunny California when you're stuck in
"That's not what I meant," Brad grumbled, but walked
the middle of a St. Louis winter."
quietly into the kitchen.
"She is understanding," Dave said, and threw the
Dave opened the old photo album and saw pictures
photo album onto Blackie’s lap.
he'd long forgotten of Creeping Death playing the
"I didn't think it still bothered you."
Blackie looked
Whiskey-A-Go-Go and the Starwood, and just practicing
from the album on his lap back to Dave. "Got any soda,
in the house, of the night he met Annie, an outcast in a
Brad? How come everybody's hair's so short?"
nightclub full of outcasts, only there to meet some of her
"Yeah, yeah, doesn't anybody around here drink?"
Brad got up again from the couch and stomped into the
kitchen.
"Dave was looking forward to seeing you," Carlos said
to Blackie. "Give the old stuff a rest."
"No problem," Blackie said and opened the photo
album. He perused it, smiling, and said, "This is pretty
funny."
Brad came back again, looked at Blackie, grinned, and
shook the can violently with his thick arm. He tossed it to
his friend. Blackie caught it, and matched Brad's grin.
"Sorry, but you're gonna get it," Blackie declared and
pointed the can at Brad.
"Come on, you guys," Carlos said.
girlfriends, but getting him in the bargain, and of Creeping
"You'd better not get that all over my living room," Brad
Death's last show together. There was Carlos' drum solo,
warned, pointing threateningly at Blackie.
and there was Brad posing for the camera as he strutted
Blackie winked and popped the top off the can. A
around on stage. He saw himself taking a guitar solo, and
blast of foam shot at Brad, mostly missing him and splash
there playing beside him was the brains of the band, the
ing on the wall instead.
guy who was above all a musician, and Creeping Death
"You're cleaning it up!" Brad yelled, and Blackie nod
come to life. There was Blackie.
ded.
He wore, just like always, black jeans, black rags tied
"Fine," the dark youth said.
at his knees to cover the holes in his pants, a black shirt
"Not now," Carlos decided. "I feel like jammin'. I
with a skull on it, a black leather jacket, black spiked arm
haven't beat these skins in a long time."
bands, black eyeliner, and his hair was the mane of a
"Sounds cool," Blackie agreed and dropped the photo
black lion. No one wondered why they called him
album. "Might as well get in some practice. You never
Blackie.
know when Creeping Death might reform."
' From the outside, someone yelled, "Hey, dudes, yer
"Yeah, sure," Dave breathed, and he noted a spark in
leader is here!"
Blackie's eye-a dangerous spark.
"Blackie," they all said, and Carlos jumped up to
They played a few of Blackie's old songs. They were
answer the door.
heavy, filled with images of innocents put to death, people
Brad strolled back into the living room, sipping his
rotting in prison and praying for death, drowning.
beer, and carrying Dave's Coke. Dave took it from him
Dark water come and take me
and looked eagerly towards the door.
Warm water please come set me free.
"Hola, Greazy," Blackie said when the door opened.
He walked past Carlos into the living room and leaned his
Dark water I'm so lonely,
bass guitar case against the wall. "What's up, Dudes?"
Black depths please come and rescue me.
To Dave's amusement, Blackie was dressed exactly
Oh, yeah, set me free.
as he'd been in the pictures, and his attitude seemed not
Songs of loneliness and helplessness were Blackie's
to have changed at all. "You ever gonna grow up?" Brad
forte, and for some reason, the kids were attracted to it.
asked, and put Blackie in a headlock.
"Don't make me have to kill you," Blackie said, and
Continued on the next page

There's different kinds of people.
The kind who know how to swim
and don't care, the kind who don’t
know how to swim and maybe
don’t want to, and some who can,
but hang back and try to help us,
the ones who can’t swim.

He remembered selling out the Starwood for a month and
a half before Creeping Death broke up. The local press
called them a death cult band, but Blackie just said he
was playing honest music for an honest audience. In
fact, Dave remembered he identified with the music for a
long time. It wasn’t too hard for him to realize either, that
when he met Annie and fell in love, he wasn’t nearly as
lonely, nor did Blackie’s songs mean nearly as much to
him. The world really wasn't so bad.
"What are you thinking about, Dave?" Carlos asked
between songs.
"You know. The way it used to be."
Blackie laid his bass on the floor and turned his amp
off. "It feels the same," he said, sitting on the coffee
table.
"Yeah, it does," Dave decided.
"You remember?"
"h wasn’t that long ago." Blackie said and stood up. "I
have to go to the bathroom."
They played another hour and a half, and decided to
take a break. They sprawled themselves about the room
and talked lazily, stiffly for a while.
"Man, that felt good," Carlos said. "My arm's been
needin’ that workout. We oughtta do this more often."
Dave saw Blackie's face brighten slightly, but then
become dark again.
"No way," Brad said. "That old bat next door'd call the
cops every day."
"So," Blackie said.
"Man, what kinda trip were you on when you wrote
this stuff? I forgot about all that gloomy stuff you wrote.
You oughtta lighten up." Brad scratched his head. "I
could never sing that stuff these days. That stuff'll put
you in a sucky mood."
"You sang it like you remembered it," Dave noted.
"Sure, when you hear that music from hell, it's easy to
remember a thousand and one ways to die. I wasn't
singing the lyrics, man, I was just singin' the words that
were made for that music, and they happened to be what
Blackie wrote. Don't play this stuff around somebody
who's depressed, man, you don't know what could hap
pen."
"It's just real life," Blackie said.
"It's Blackie's ode to death is what it is. Opus 10,
Creeping Death. Death, death, death."
"Life," Blackie said, and Dave shifted uncomfortably.
"Who’s life?" Brad asked. "I can't believe I used to
sing that stuff every night."
Dave started to say something, but Brad started
again. "Who writes songs about drowning? When was
the last time you heard a song about drowning on the
radio?"
Wrong question, Dave thought.
"It's Blackie's life, goofy," Carlos said. "Doncha
remember the pool?"
Blackie looked at him sternly, but Carlos didn't notice.
Brad started to laugh and added, "Oh, yeah, I remember!
We were just little kids!"
Dave tried not to listen, but he could see Blackie in
that pool, his dad shoving him in and Blackie just scream
ing. "Go on, kid, don't be a wimp. Everybody else can
swim I"
Brad sat up on the couch suddenly enjoying himself.
■Blackie's dad shoved him in the water, 'cuz everyone
else was swimmin' across."
As Blackie started to sink, Brad was the first to laugh.
"Just swim, stupid! Carlos' whole family swam all the
way across the Rio Grande! Even his Gramma! This is
just a pool." And Blackie sank then, pulling himself up for
a drowned breath, sank again. All the other kids were
across, but Dave remained halfway, tredding, watching
Blackie struggle.
"What's the crucifix for?" Dave asked, forcing away
the pool. He'd just noticed the necklace hanging on
Blackie's chest. "I didn't know you were into religion."
"I’m not, I'm just sympathetic with the guy," Blackie
said lightly. "I wish I could find a black one."
"And
some of the kids swam out and pushed him down." Brad
added. "He was gurglin' and screamin."
Blackie just
gave up finally, allowing himself to sink, Dave remem
bered. He wasn't breathing. Later, he’d told Dave that it
hurt, but he didn't mind, because he didn't think he'd
make it anyway. He probably had wanted to give them
something to really laugh about.
"Everyone was laugh
in' so much. He was in the shallow end of the pool!"
Carlos said, now laughing out loud
"It was five feet deep and I was eight years old!"
Blackie interrupted. "I cant swim, God, what's the big
deal? You guys think it's funny to see a kid scared that
he's gonna die? I don’t see anything funny about that."
"But Blackie," Brad began.
"But what? They were callin' me a wimp and laughing
at me for not knowing how to swim! I didn't want to swim!
I didn't ask to be in that pool!"

Carlos quieted down, but Brad kept laughing. Dave
felt something on the edge of his mind, and wondered
what Blackie's crucifix would look like in black.
Still chuckling, Brad said, "Gimme that," and Carlos
passed him a thin, cheap looking magazine that had been
sitting on the floor. On the cover were big dayglo letters
that read NAKED BIKER CHICKS and underneath was a
woman spread eagle with an intensely stupid look on her
face.
Blackie brooded a while and the room grew still.
Dave watched as the dark youth ran his fingers through
his black mane, staring at the floor. Suddenly, he looked
up with a smile on his face. "Whataya think about forming
Creeping Death again?" he asked nonchalantly.
"Hunh?" Carlos asked.
Dave started to say something about how it was
impossible, but Blackie wasn't joking. "I thought you were
in a band."
"Awww, man, it ain't no band. They write all the
songs, they take all the leads. I ain’t in that band."
"But you're a great song writer," Brad said.
"The best," Carlos agreed.
"Tell them," Blackie said. "They can't hear past my
eyeliner. I'm just a dumb L.A. poser to them."
"But your songs are great. You may dress like those
wimpy metal bands, but your music is as heavy as any
one else's," Dave said.
"Yeah, I'm beginning to wonder. They tell me all this
stuff, and I been workin' at this music store, and I don't
have time to write, and the few songs I do write, they
don't play anyway. I don't know, maybe I cant write. I
havent written in ages."
Brad unfolded the centerfold in NAKED BIKER
CHICKS and looked at it as he said, "So find another
band. Somebody's gotta notice ya."
Blackie shook his head and looked down at the cruci
fix hanging at his neck. "Unh-uh. You guys are it.
Creeping Death is it." He began to play with the crucifix
as he spoke. "I'd really like to try it.”
Dave felt something heavy pushing him down, some
thing really heavy, and all Brad did was turn the pages.
Dave remembered how Blackie had reacted when he told
the bass player that he and Annie were getting married
and probably going to school together in St. Louis. It
wasn't a pretty picture.
Blackie moved at him, through Brad's arms, over
Carlos. Annie fell behind him as Blackie reached for her.
A flash, light reflected from a blade, and in the smokey
silence of the still nightclub, "Her or me, Dave!"
Dave moved instinctively backwards, and barely saw
Brad's huge hands, one grabbing and nearly breaking
Blackie's wrist to keep him from stabbing anyone, and the
other slamming into Blackie's head. Blackie fell forward
and Carlos yelled, "Get out, Dave. He'll calm down. Just
go home!"
Later, Blackie had apologized, though he'd never been
close to Annie afterwards, and Dave and Blackie never
made up completely, though Dave had been willing to for
give him. He wondered if anyone understood Blackie like
he did.
Finally, Blackie accepted the thick silence as a no,
and his face took on a slightly blue cast as he looked up
at them. He caught Dave's eyes, and brightened and
said, "Okay, okay, I know that's too much to dsk. No
biggee. It was just a thought."
Brad looked at his magazine a few minutes longer,
and threw it on the floor. "It's too quiet in here. Lighten
up, you guys."
"Is your band making money?" Carlos asked, realizing
as he said it that it was a feeble question.
"We were," Blackie said. " Now I get most of what little
money I get from my music store job. I think I'm gonna
have to quit it, though."
"How come?" Dave asked. He worked in a music
store in St. Louis, and now he felt like it was his only tie to
the music world.
"They're trying to appeal to a different sort of clientel.
They’re gonna move the electric guitars and stuff to the
back and try to start selling pianos. Anyway, they want
me to get my hair cut."
"So?" Dave said, concerned, "what are you gonna do
for money?"
"Who cares?" Blackie said. "I ain't lettin' em do that to
me. I woulda thought you'd understand that. I guess
not."
Dave felt the back of his neck where his hair
used to be. "Man, you need money, and your hair isn't
enough to starve for."
Blackie just smiled and nodded for a second. "What

can I say?"
"Come on, Blackie! Don't be stupid!"
Carlos sat quietly watching them, too afraid to move
or say anything, but Brad got up and went to the kitchen.
"You think this is about my hair?" Blackie yelled
"Well, what is it about?"
"What happened to you?" Blackie got up and kicked
one of Carlos' cymbals over. It hit the floor with a crash.
"Hey!" Carlos yelled, and Blackie looked at him and back
to the cymbal.
"Sorry." Blackie said, and picked it up.
"Shoulda kicked myself."
"Yeah," Carlos said. "Do that next time."
When Brad popped back into the living room, he only
stayed long enough to say, "I think I'm going to bed,
guys. Wake me up early, and we'll go to Disneyland or
something."
"Night," Dave said.
"I'm getting a little tired, too," Carlos said. "Worked all
day, you know?"
"Yeah," Blackie said.
"Look, if you guys wanna sleep here, the bed's still
out on the back porch, and the couch is here, so make
yourselves comfortable. Like Brad."
"Sounds good," Dave said. "Good night."
"Buenos Noches," Carlos said, and disappeared into
his room.
Dave and Blackie sat in the living room for a while,
both wanting to say something, but both too proud, or too
afraid to be the first. When Dave finally did speak it was
only to say goodnight.
"You stayin' here?" Blackie asked.
"No, I gotta room at the Day's Inn."
"Yeah, but if we're doin' something early, you might
as well stay here so we can get an early start."
Dave smiled. "Yeah, I guess so."
"Great. You can have the bed on the porch. It's cool
er out there, and closer to the bathroom."
"Yeah, sounds good."
They went to bed, and slept for a few hours.
Dave heard something as he slept, and sat up in bed.
Crickets chirped in the yard, and a dog was howling
somewhere, but he'd gotten used to those earlier. This
was something different. He waited. And then he heard
it again. "Dave," Blackie whispered. "Dave."
"What?" Dave whispered back.
"Help me find the toilet paper!"
A little annoyed and tired, Dave crawled out of bed
and met Blackie at the door. They tiptoed into the bath
room, and closed the door so they could turn on the light
and not bother Carlos or Brad, whose rooms were on
either side of the bathroom.
With the door closed and the light on, Blackie sat in
the bath tub. He didn't take any clothes off, nor did he
start the water. He just sat in the bathtub
"What are you doing?" Dave asked.
Blackie took a gun from under his shirt and pointed it
at Dave. "Don't make a sound. I'm not going to do any
thing unless you make noise."
"But what..." Dave whispered.
"Shut up." Blackie said, and Dave did. Still pointing
the gun at Dave, Blackie took a fresh razor blade from
his shoe, and with his gun hand, cut deeply into his other
wrist. He cringed and hissed, but made a long, clean cut
ail the way across, releasing a flood of blood.
"Oh,
God," Dave said, a little too loudly.
"Shut up, I'm not kidding!" Now Blackie put the gun
in his other hand and did the same. Immediately, his
face drained a little, and he leaned back, holding the gun
in both hands. "Could you turn the water on a little?"
Dave did as he was asked, and sat on the toilet,
watching Blackie's blood run down the bathtub and into
the drain. His stomach began to turn, and his knees
turned cold.
"It's over," Blackie said. "Creeping Death is dead,
and I'm creeping after it." He chuckled. "Get me some
paper. This oughtta be a song."
"Blackie, there ain't any reason to kill yourself..."
"I ain't killin' myself, man. I'm already dead.
Somebody just forgot to take the body."
"Blackie, come on, don't..." Dave thought about
spouting all sorts of things he thought you were sup
posed to say to people who were killing themselves, but
as he thought about them, he realized that they were all
made up by people who wouldn’t know, and they didn't
apply to Blackie.
"Why are you doing this?" Water began to stream
out of his eyes. This was crazy! How could he sit here
and watch his friend die?
Death Continued on page 4
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^Thumbs Up! I iVas Rotting In ‘The Risks!
By Julie Boggiano
"So, what do you think?" was Sam’s greeting as
he burst into the cluttered room. Dropping his portfolio
and bookbag at his feet, he slumped down on the bed
and took the liberty of making himself comfortably at
home.
“What do I think?” came the garbled reply from
behind a raised coffee mug. The face behind the mug
lowered with the descent of the hand that had raised it,
coming to rest on the desktop with a dull thud.
Scattered around the room and covering every
possible surface were various toys and other objects, and
Sam jumped in surprise to discover that he had elected to
recline on a Mr. Potato Head doll and a brass jew's harp,
the latter of which was now poking him in the back.
"Yeah, what do you think?" he repeated to the
huddled mass at the desk and tossed the items on the
floor.
Dave lifted his head to consider Sam with an
expression of tired patience. "Thoughts, mostly.
Sometimes I indulge myself with an opinion, and occa
sionally I splurge and try a whimsical little deduction," he
said with increasing speed. "But basically it’s thoughts."
"Oh, I was just wondering."
"Plainly for quite some time," Dave muttered,
downing the last of his coffee in an attempt to stand. As
he rose, his arm knocked something off the corner of the
desk, and Sam stooped to retrieve it for him.
"I don't follow you," Sam questioned as he hand
ed Dave the ice pack which had fallen.
"Safe assumption," he said and gingerly
replaced it on his head with a muffled groan.
"Huh?"
"Exactly."

Can you Mear Me
through the Voices?
(Schizophrenics hear voices at the wordtdtage
of their disease, his keeps them from communi
cating with others in normal fashion.)

Racing towards the edge,
What pulls him
Back into
The vortex
Of pain?
I look into his eyes,
There a fading image replies,
"Voices.
They speak
To me when you can’t
They keep
The one you remember
Locked away."
Tell me what they say.
"I was the one with the intelligent eyes."

He looks at me
Through twin black
Spheres of space
I need him
To return and triumph
Over this stranger.
If he cant win,
Let my eyes
Be singed,
Affix binders in their place
To keep me from his visage,
A changing mask of
Appropriate emotions.
The image,
No longer needing
To inhabit his eyes,
Now lives in his
Soul.
It manipulates
His being.
It manipulates
His lips.
,
In that decisive moment
He declares,
"I'm here,
I'm the one with the intelligent eyes."
Could it be another disguise?

By Lisa Williams

Dave carefully navigated the clothes, shoes,
books, papers, albums, cassette cases, fallen chairs, and
broken dishes on the floor and made his way over to the
coffee pot with his left hand holding the ice pack in place.
Then with his right hand, ignoring the mug which Sam had
found and now held out for a glassful, he poured as much
as would fit into his own cup, gulped down half the con
tents, and emptied the last of the coffee into it. Smiling
innocently at Sam's disappointment, he returned the
empty pot to the coffee maker and took up the full mug.
"Anyhow," Sam tried again, "what do you think?"
"I think I already told you."
"No, I mean, what do you really think?"
"What do I really think?" Dave fell back into the
seat with another groan.
"Sure, y'know."
Dave turned to Sam with a drowsy stare. "I real
ly think McLauer should have assigned me with anyone of
the artistics in the class but you. I really think this entire
project was doomed from the start. I really think I should
be sleeping off this hangover instead of wasting my time
with you like this. I really think I need to get a coffee
maker with a greater capacity than four cups. I really
think you’re an incompetent idiot, and I really think the
gods must really hate me for subjecting me to this situa
tion," he finished and drank the remains of his coffee for
emphasis.
"Okay, but what do you think for the ad?" Sam
asked.
"This ad will never happen. We should have
started on this the day after it was assigned instead of the
day before it's due. And even if we do finish the damn
thing, we'll get the lowest grade McLauer's ever given in
his career, due to the fact that you will have done all the
artwork on it and contributed to some of the creative pro
cess. Not to mention the fact that I was hoping to get a
head start on these Sunday sleep-ins on my floor to
accomplish some work this morning before everyone's
awake and moving around, but shockingly enough, you're
only -- what is it? - two and a half hours late, so I guess
not there either, huh? What do YOU think?"
"Um, you got anything to drink?" Sam asked hes
itantly. "I'm kinda parched."
"I know, you've really worked up a good thirst
there with all those 'what-do-you-thinks'. I think there's a
couple sodas in the fridge," Dave said, pointing to a lofty
pile of clothes in the corner.
"Huh?" Sam drew his unibrow closer together in
confusion.
"Exactly," Dave commented dryly. :Look
beneath the grey jacket, and there will you find the object
of your quest," he droned mystically.
Sam groped through the clothes and reached the
small cubicle refrigerator, dropping socks and shirts and
sweaters to the floor in his search. It nearly fell over when
he tried to pull open the door the wrong way, but finally he
located the remaining half of a six-pack of Coke.
"You want one?" he offered to Dave.
"Sure. Anything's better than Dana Brown's."
Sam pulled two cans off the plastic collar and
threw the third back into the fridge. Seating himself back
on the bed, he gave a soda to Dave and tore the can tab
off his own.
Dave sucked down his Coke with relish. "Ah,
Chicago. Where men are men, women are easy, and
Coke is Coca-Cola Classic and not that phony 'new' stuff.'
"Maybe the caffeine in this Coke'll wake us up,"
Sam yawned broadly.
"Maybe some arsenic in the Coke'd shut you up,
Dave said under his breath as he took a sip.
"What'd you say?" Sam asked.
"Nothing. Hey, I've got an idea for a product," he
hastily covered up.
"Oh yeah? What?"
"How about a soda loaded with caffeine?" Dave
suggested.
"You mean like Coke or Mountain Dew? We
have to create our own, new product, remember?" Sam
reminded him.
"I know, and I don't mean to use a commercial
product. I meant that we would make up a soda that has
tons of caffeine in it. One that's practically a hundred per
cent caffeine," he explained.
"Hey, that could work!"
"Yes, I know. That's why I came up with it," Dave
said, grabbing the closest notebook and opening it to a
blank page.
"And that gives us a pretty good idea of our mar
ket, too, doesn't it? I mean, we want to appeal to the
average student, then, right?" Sam rushed excitedly as
Dave jotted some notes.
"Unless you know of anyone else who'll find
good use for a soda containing more caffeine than
Everclear has alcohol," he returned. "It’s perfect. Now
you've got your late-night study soda and your Vivarin all
in one package. What student wouldn't become addict
ed?"
"But wouldn't all that caffeine in one place taste

disgusting? We’d have to shoot it up with sugar and corn
syrup, and we'd lose the entire female half of the market,"
Sam complained. "They'd never go for it with all those fat
tening sweeteners."
"Look for the swirl, Sam; we'll use Nutrasweet,"
Dave announced casually. "Plus with all that caffeine, the
girls wont be able to stop themselvs from burning off half
their body weight with just a sip."
"Great! One calorie per twelve ounce can."
"Those dieting co-eds will love it. And with any
luck, so will McLauer."
"So what'll we call it?" was Sam's next question.
"You decide. I've done all the work so far."
"Okay then, let's call it Sam Cola."
"I'm sorry. I thought that might not be too tough
for you, but I can see I was wrong," Dave said sarcastical
ly. "Would you be persuaded to drink something called
Sam Cola?"
"Well, yeah."
"Let me put it another way. Would anyone else?"
"I don't see why not," Sam answered.
"Alright, we'll skip the explanation. Just come up
with some other name, please."
"What about Slam Cola?" he suggested after a
while.
Dave considered for a moment. "Y'know, that's
not so bad," he mentioned, beginning to warm to the idea.
"I like it, 'cause now we can work with the name and come
up with an easy slogan, and you'll be pleased that it still
sounds like Sam. Sure, let's do it. It's crazy, but it just
might work. And hell, it beats trying to think up something
else."
"You mean you like the idea?" Sam was incred
ulous.
"Despite its being yours, yes. But only because
it makes my job as copywriter so much simpler." Dave
tossed the ice pack across the room to the sink and finally
took on the appearance of being awake and alert. "Okay,
so what about a slogan?"
"Hey, I don't know, I mean, I'm not so good at
coming up with, uh, catchy phrases and stuff."
"How apropos. Come on, all we have to do is
think of idiomatic phrases with slam. How tough can it
be? For anyone besides you," Dave added before Sam
could answer.
Sam's brow wrinkled up until he looked rather
like a pekinese dog. "Um..."
"There's slam dunk..." Dave mumbled, writing
vigorously.
"...urn..."
"...grand slam..."
"...um..."
"...thrown in the slammer..."
"...um..."
"...slam a door..."
"...um..."
"...slam somebody in the face..."
"...um..."
"Hey, howcome you're not coming up with any of
'em?"
"I'm thinking, I'm thinking!"
"Looks pretty painful."
"...um..."
"...slam your head into a brick wall..."
"...um..."
"...slam Sam into a brick wall..."
"Hey!"
"Okay, okay. I guess we have enough to work
with." Dave glanced down at the scribbled ideas with
something less than confidence, and laid down his pen so
the Schroeder pencil pal was facing him.
"Are you sure? 'Cause I was gonna think up a
few more, but if that's all we need --"
"Give it up, will ya?" Dave cut him off, "and why
don't you start working on some graphics?"
"Well, it's just that I cant really express myself in
color and line until I fully understand my subject."
"Jesus, you sound just like McLauer. Are you
sure you two aren't sleeping together? 'Cause if you are,
you can just get the hell out of my room right now and I'll
take the F."
"Me and him? I’m not, we don't, I swear," Sam
insisted, missing Dave's undisguised smirk. "Really, you
gotta believe me."
Dave checked his watch. "Let's get this over
with."
They spent the next couple of hours on the slo
gan, which Sam urged that they do first since he couldn't
design the ad without it. Dave agreed because it was nor
mally the first step in a magazine ad anyway.
"I need your opinion on something," Sam men
tioned.
"Outrageous! A rip-roaring, rollicking, roller
coaster ride of madness! The most fun I've had in years!
Thumbs up! I was rolling in the aisles!"
"I mean, I need your opinion on something spe
cific."
Thumbs Up continued on page 4

Death continued from page 2
that it made a peculiar smacking sound, and he chewed
Please, please, please don't do anything!" Blackie said.
circularly with his mouth open, not unlike a giraffe or a
"I want this to be as peaceful as possible! Give me the
'Hmm,' Dave thought a moment. "These new late-night
cow chewing cud. Dave warmly welcomed Izzy and the
only thing I really want now. I'm not asking you to join
super-saver airline discounts are a pretty handy way to fly pizza.
me. I just want you here...I'm so...lonely."
"Oh,
cheap. Thumbs up! I was rolling in the aisles!"
"Hey, come on in," he invited. "Have some food;
Blackie..."
"That's not what I mean."
we have a bit of pizza to share if you're interested."
"No, don't start. No matter what happens, I know I’ll
"It's what I mean. Nonstop to the big apple for
"Hey, thanks buddy, but man I have all these
always
be alone. I thought once you and I were..." He
about thirty-nine bucks. How can you beat that? And
other deliveries out in the truck, and the boss'd skin me
stopped and looked at Dave coldly and longingly.
wont Letterman be glad to see me?"
alive if I gave out another freebie on accounta bein' late,"
"What?"
"Will you just give me your honest opinion of -"
Izzy graciously declined between smacks.
"The same. You used to be the same as me, one of
"You already know my opinion of you. I think
"Don't worry about it. I woulda made you pay for
the outsiders, and you understood."
you're special just the way you are, by just you being
any pizza you ate anyhow, so you're probably better off,"
"I still understand, Blackie, but..."
you."
Dave smiled and gave him the money.
"No, you don't, but I think you're beginning to remem
"Yes, but I want to know what you think of my
Sam, overcome with hunger and impatience,
ber. When you and I were together, it was all so obvious.
idea," Sam explained.
leaped from his seat on the bed and ran for the food. A
They all were wrong. They were all watching me drown
"It stinks," came the immediate reply.
distinct CRACK resounded in the room, and he sheepish
and making fun of me. You could swim, but you weren't
"What? Why?"
ly lifted his foot to see the casette tape box that he had
= strong enough to help me across, and you didn't want to
"When, where, who. Look, you wanted my opin just broken.
go without me, so you stuck around. No, you weren't
ion, and that's my opinion. Your idea stinks," Dave told
"Whoops. Sorry," he stammered, handing the
strong enough to pull me across...still aren't..."
him matter-of-factly.
box to Dave.
Dave's face felt hot and his throat tightened as he
"But you haven't even heard it yet!" Sam wailed.
"Aw, man, that was David Bowie, you meat
wiped
the flood from his face. Blackie was turning very
"Immaterial," Dave replied calmly. "All that mat
head," Izzy smacked at Sam. He turned to Dave and
pale now and he held the gun a little less tightly. The bot
ters is that an idea exists which sprung forth from a gap
advised, "I wouldn't give this man any pizza after that.
tom of the tub was red and Jesus twinkled as the crucifix
in your brain. Any other facts would be superfluous."
Ever."
dangled to Blackie's side.
"How do you know?"
"I'm with you, Izzy," Dave spoke up. "None for
"I'm not complaining, Dave. I love you. I just mean
"Elementary, my dear What's-your-name. It's
Sam. No pizza for anybody that crushes my Changes
there's
different kinds of people. The kind who know how
merely a simple deduction. I weigh the productive quality
One."
to swim and don’t care, the kind who don't know how to
of your previous ideas against the probability of this
Sam became flustered. "But Dave, it was an
swim and maybe don't want to, and some who can, but
recent one possessing that same quality, or in your case,
accident. Honest, I was just going for the pizza -"
hang back and try to help us, the ones who cant swim.
lack thereof. In short, why should this one be any differ
"Which you sacrificed when your foot landed on
You're the strongest of all. You care, but no one could
ent from all your other ridiculous ideas?"
that tape," Izzy corrected, smacking even more loudly.
have helped me across. I just dont belong over there with
"I thought up the name, didn't I?" Sam defended
"But all I ever wanted was a piece of pizza!" Sam
them. Maybe you can make it over there. Annie's there
proudly.
turned to Dave pleadingly, imploringly.
and you love her. She'll keep you there, but I dont
"I'd forgotten that. You're right, Sam; I was
"Hey, Sam, forget it, y'know?" Dave told him.
wanna be there. I don't think I was supposed to haveunfair and all wrong about you," he said most humbly
"The machine ate the tape up anyway, last week. Stop
been shoved in the water. I dont think I'm supposed to
though Sam didn't hear the sarcasm. "Tell me your bril
snivelling and have some pizza, for God's sake."
be
here."
liant idea."
Sam thanked him and retreated to his corner
"You talk too much. This stuff doesnt mean anything.
"Well," he began brightly, “I was thinking we
with the fattest slice of the whole pizza.
All
I
know is a guy I love is dying. Dont you care about
could expand on that slam thing, y'know like in the face.
"Y'know, uh," Izzy addressed Dave again, "will
me or Carlos or Brad?”
Something like: 'It's one knockout that'll keep you on
you be needin' that dead tape anymore? I mean seein'
"Yeah,"Blackie said, and his voice was very quiet,
your toes.' And the graphic could be a student studying
as how it's dead and all. 'Cause I was maybe wonderin'
"but
dont be so selfish. I dont feel like it any more. This
for a final. Or maybe we could have it endorsed by
if, since it's really no good to you anyway, can I have it?"
is my way out...It's funny...” he smiled and his head
Stallone or Mr. T!"
"What for?”
drooped. "I always thought it would be cold, but I feel so
"Whoa there, kemosabe. You've got some
"Well, y'know, my cousin Freddie, he's not too
warm."
decent thought here; don't kill it with all that endorsement
smart, and so he buys any kind of junk from me, no mat
Dave knew that Blackie was beyond reasoning, and
stuff," Dave said and reached for his pen to write Sam's
ter how worthless it is, 'cause he sort of worships me like
wouldnt
believe that it was he who was being selfish.
suggestion down.
a god. I was thinkin' I could sell him the Bowie tape and
"What makes you think I'm not gonna wait until you pass
"Any good?" Sam asked hesitantly.
he'd never even listen to it anyway 'cause he has really
out, and take your gun and call an ambulance?"
"Y'know, it really doesn't suck," Dave sounded
bad taste in everything except for me. So what do ya say,
"I dont know for sure, but if any of whatever makes
surprised to be making the admission. "And hell, it's a
can I have it?"
you like me is still in you, I’m asking him not...to...1 love
far, far better thing than having me do all the work.
"Take it, guy," Dave said and handed over the
you, Dave. Do this for me...Just go back to bed
Except for the name," he added hastily.
cassette box. After fishing through a cluttered mass
and....pretend...Let Carlos or Brad find me."
"I thought of another, if you want to hear it," Sam beneath the bed, he presented Izzy with the ruined tape
"But...but you'll be gone..."
offered.
as well. "May it bring you happiness."
"That's up to you. They killed me a long time ago,
"I don't know. I mean, you just now had your
"Gee, thanks. Y'know, this is really a great tape.
but if I was right, I can live, still..."
one-in-a-million shot at a recognizable display of intellect.
Maybe I'll keep it for myself and splice it back together or
Do we really want to rush into another million lousy ideas
something, do ya think that might work?"
"Blackie.."
so soon?"
"Probably, but it'll cut out parts of Suffragette
"Shut up... If I live, I’m gonna do this again, only I’ll do
"Okay then, I guess we'll have to use the knock
City."
it completely alone...completely..."
out one, since it's really the best idea we have."
"Aw damn, too, 'cause that’s one of my all-time
Dave wanted to say something, but he didn't know
"I said it wasn't bad; that doesn't mean it's the
favorites. I really love it when he goes 'Aaaaaaaaah,
what to say. "I love you," is ail he could say. And he did,
best. Even if it is," Dave said the last quietly. "Either
wham, bam, thank you ma'am!' Man, isn't that just the
more than once before he knew Blackie wasn't there any
way, let's see what else we can think of."
greatest?"
more, and he went back to bed.
"I already thought of something else," Sam
Mumbling and singing the song to himself, Izzy
The End
reminded him.
tossed the box on the desk where Dave had left some of
"Well dammit, why didn't you say so? Speak up, the preliminary sketches for the advertisement, and
boy, show some confidence."
began fiddling with the cassette. "Yo bud, what's all this?"
COLLEGE STUDENTS NEEDED
Exasperated, Sam told his idea. "Well, this sort
he said to the desk and papers.
of goes along the same lines as the other one, using the
"Slam Cola," Sam piped in eagerly through a
punch mode. Something like: 'It'll knock you down.'"
mouthful of anchovies and mushrooms. "I thought up the
Need extra cash?
"This is a drink to revive people, Sam, not put
name."
Want
additional training?
their lights out. Come on."
"You named a soda?" Izzy gave him an odd look
"Hey, that's right. I guess it should say 'It'll
and Sam nodded. "Is it any good to drink?"
knock you up,' then."
"It'll be the best. Every student in every universi
Work when and where you want
"Uh, NO -- we're selling highly caffeinated soda,
ty in every country will thank us for it."
here. Not test tube babies."
Izzy grabbed up a drawing, still humming the
"Well, then, you pick the right word," Sam told
tune to Suffragette City. "Aaaaaaaaah, wham, bam,
Call
him. "I've already done the tough part of getting the
thank you Slam!"
GATEWAY TEMPORARIES, INC.
idea."
Suddenly both Sam and Dave were looking at
"I can see how you'd have a considerable
Izzy with something between ecstacy and astonishment,
amount of difficulty with 'getting the idea,'" Dave laughed
as he absently continued to pick through the sketches.
314-434-4114
softly. "Okay, though, I'll do the honors."
Izzy noticed them staring and his song came to an abrupt
We speciallize in all Clerical
After a moment's hesitation he came up with it.
halt. He glanced from Dave to Sam anxiously.
"Why not use 'conscious'? Always you hear 'knocked
"Something wrong?" he asked. "What'd I say?"
and Technical Fields
unconscious,' so what the hell? Let's run with it. I say we
Dave didn't answer because he was waiting to
do it, and to blazes with those fool skeptics!"
find out Sam's reaction. Yes, Sam was thinking the same
"'Slam Cola: It'll knock you conscious'?" Sam
thing; they had found their slogan at last.
considered the idea. "I love it! Let's do use this one!"
Sam lookqd over at Izzy. "Hey,
In the end the slogan and design they used was
how many more deliveries do you still
neither Sam's nor Dave’s creation. The idea came from
have to make?" he asked him.
the delivery boy from The Pizza Guy.
"Two, I think. Why?"
Late in the afternoon as their minds grew pro
Dave answered. "Screw the
gressively weary and their ideas grew progressively ludi
deliveries and stick around for some
crous, Dave announced that it was "now the time for the
pizza."
filling of stomachs," so they came to the unanimous and
instantaneous decision to get "PIZZA!!" at Sam's sugges
The End
tion. The question of whence was immediately resolved,
"It's either The Pizza Guy or I'll shoot," Dave
warned, pulling out his Smith & Wesson colt .45 automat
ic waterpistol and aiming it straight at Sam's heart.
M-S — 11-7 • T-SHIRTS*JEWELRY*TIE DYE*
Twenty-seven minutes later there was a knock,
BRITISH SHOES and BOOTS*POSTERS*BLACKknock-knock knock knock, knock knock at the door, the
LIG HTS’STICKE RS*C RYSTAL J E WELRYmiX WEAR
opening of which revealed a large, fragrant cardboard
BUY your tux gear cheaper than renting. Huge selection!
album-mailer and a youth whose name tag identified him
as Izzy. He was chewing a piece of gum so vigorously
Thumbs Up continued from page 3
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Springfest
Friday, April 29 saw the return of a favorite Fontbonne annual.. Students and faculty began assembling between Ryan, Medaille, and the Cafe, even before the official
opening at 11:30, for the 1988 Springfest celebration.
The Springfest events covered the entire campus and parts of the neighboring environs, from the meadow and the sounds of the Disinformation to the library and the foyer
yell.
An eclectic display of department booths lined the parking lots. T-shirts were available, as were decorated sun visors, pottery was sold, and a graffiti board led students
leave their marks. The traditional car was smashed and faculty members once more took the plunge in the dunking booth.
Then there was the food. There was international food, barbeque, sno-cones, frozen yogurt and custard, brownies, funnel cakes and more;
There were three-legged races, water balloon races, and a bat race outside, while inside the Cafe players competed in pool and ping-pong tournaments. At Concordia
Seminary student teams battled each other in Volleyball, and the winning team took on the faculty. A student-faculty softball game was also held there.
A barbeque dinner followed the games, and the evening wound up with the Boxer Rebe Ilion Dance from 9 p.m. to 1 a.m. courtesy of Spectrum Sound Productions.

Career Planning and Development Closes Another Productive Year
By Lynda Carnes
The Career Planning and Development
office, located in the Department of
Student Services is available to all stu
dents at Fontbonne for career guidance
and assistance. Ann Spiller, Director of
Counseling and Career Development
offers occupational interest testing, per
sonality testing, and individual career
counseling by appointment. Also avail
able are Job Works seminars on resume
writing and job interviewing skills.
The Career Planning Office boasts a
career literature library with job search
videotapes available on loan. Other ser
vices provided by this office include
career information files, graduate school
information and a placement file service.
A survey, begun by this office in
October, querried 1986-87 Fontbonne
College Graduates in respect to their
career status as of December 15, 1987.
Of the 189 undergraduates surveyed, 181
(95.8%) responded. The placement rate
was 98.3%. Of the 43 master's students

surveyed, 42 (97.7%) responded. The
placement rate was 100%.
On Monday, April 18, the Career
Planning Office hosted an "Alumni
Career Night Panel" in the Faculty/Staff
Dining Hall in Ryan Hall. Four former
resident students shared details of their
own career placement with a group of
interested students.
Mary Naccarato graduated from
Fontbonne with a BA in English and a
concentration in Public Relations. She is
working as a Telemarketing Manager for
Dazor Manufacturing. She shared openly
with those gathered about the stress as
well as the benefits of the business
world.
Terri Ludden, BA Education, accepted
employment as a second grade teacher at
our Lady of Sorrows Elementary School.
Although offered placement with the
public school system, Terri is happy to be
working in a Parochial School; as a
Catholic, she feels comfortable there.
As the Assistant to the Media Director
at Webster University, Eric Thomas with

a BA in Music from Fontbonne, is free to
pursue his graduate degree while he is
working at a job he loves. His job, which
involves arranging schedules for students
in workstudy is a natural outgrowth of the
workstudy he did for Channel 9 when he
was an undergraduate at Fontbonne.
"I can't believe they pay me to do this
job." Eric said, "I'd pay them to let me
work there. I have keys to everything. I
feel like a kid with a key to the candy
store."
When Maureen Gresoski, BA Spanish,
first accepted a position on the clerical
staff at Sherwood Medical, it seemed to
many that she was making a mistake. But
in six months' time she had worked her
way into a wonderful job as Administrator
of Regulatory Affairs. Half of her job
involves managing the clerical staff and
computers, the other half is negotiating by
mail and over the phone with govern
ments and ministers of health.
A question and answer session followed
the panel discussion.
Other events hosted by the Career
Planning Office include on-campus inter

views with the Parkway School District,
North Kansas City Public Schools,
Veteran's Administration, and the IRS.
The Annual Gateway to Careers Job
Fair is co-hosted by Fontbonne as well.
At the Job Fair this year, held on March
11, 40 Fontbonne seniors registered to
see 92 employers.
Several students completing require
ments in December 1987 for May 1988
graduation have already reported place
ment with the Veteran's Administration,
Bank Building Corp., Edward D. Jones,
Illini Federal Savings and Loan, and
Clorox Products.

DO YOU NEED
EXTRA MONEY?
Do you like children?
We have babysitting positions
available, full and part-time
summer jobs.
Car and References required

Call TLC for Kids,
725-5072

Penalty Box
continued frompage 8
that no other cars will be converging into
"your lane," you signal and hook it
sharply. You hear screeching brakes and
blaring horns in the background, but you
see nothing. Why worry about what's
behind you when all that matters is what's
ahead? (Besides, you had your signal on,
so you had the right of way.)
Another
"dead man's dumpster" (which always
seems to move more and more towards
the middle of the lane) is up ahead. As
you maneuver brilliantly to the right, the
engine dies. You consider making a pit
stop, but then you discipline yourself by
saying you should have gone before you
left school, and you re-start the engine.
With the finish line in sight, you speed up
only to once again slam on the brakes.
This time, it's for "Midas Mountain" (the
speed bump). Many good shocks and
mufflers have been "bumped" to their
graves.
You ease the front over, fol
lowed by the rough second bounce
(Preparation H test). Just when you think
you'd speed up, you don't. Perhaps it's the
experience, perhaps it's the confidence,
perhaps it's the black-n-white in front of
you (not a checkered flag, but a Clayton
cop). For whatever reason, you casually
stroll across the finish line.
You've
reached your goal. You've won the race.
Maybe one victory lap? (I think not!)
Just remember, you paid to park on cam
pus. I mean, it's better than putting quar
ters in a parking meter.
Hey, speaking
of quarters...

Recruits,
continued from page 8
Also recruited are forward Dina Basler of
Ursuline, 6-foot center Shelby Liggett
transferring from East Central, and Kathy
Purvis from Dubourg.
The new men's basketball team became
a reality with the signing of the first four
players. Coach Lee McKinney brings
with him to Fontbonne guards Dean
Fournie, Todd Daube, and Dino
McKinney, as well as forward Paul Lewis.
Lewis will be a senior who was a stand
out at North Arkansas Jr. College before
playing for McKinney at Mo.Baptist.
Dean Fournie, from Mascoutah, Illinois
is an excellent point guard. "Dean's abil
ities as a floor leader are
exceptional and should help the Griffins to
jell as a first year team," said Coach
McKinney.
Todd Daube is a sophomore who played
his high school ball at Metro-East
Lutheran High in Illinois. He was named
to the All-Conference and All-Area team
both his junior and senior years.
Sophomore Dino McKinney led the
NAI A District 16 with a 52.9% average
from 3-point range. He was 7th in the
nation hitting 126 3-point attempts last
season. He also made the Show-Me
Conference Academic team with a 3.74
GPA.
Another recruit who is intelligent on
and off the court is forward Darrell
Haynes from McCluer High School.
Darrell was named to the 1st All- District
team and to the Suburban North All
Conference team. He averaged 14.9
points and 10.5 rebounds per game for the
Comets.
Willie Asch is a 6'7" center out of
Cardinal Ritter with promising potential.
"He's quick even though he's so tall," said
McKinney.
Rodney Walker, a guard from
LosAngeles, rounds out the signed
recruits with a few more prospects in the
workings.
With 15-20 players expected in his
summer camp (June 19-24), Coach
McKinney is well on his way to building a
solid team.
"We’re going to be a running team,
much like the one at Mo.Baptist," said
McKinney.

Doyle,
continued from page 4
it was changed in the slightest, it would
n't have been perfect. It was alive.”
Doyle was not alone in her admiration
of the fine job done constructing the prop
used in Little Shop of Horrors. Theater
Craft, the national trade magazine of the
theatre, agreed with her.
Audrey
received star coverage in one of the
issues.
"It was wonderful to see Audrey get
national recognition. That was one prop
that justly deserved it. It also gave St.
Louis a deal of recognition, and we
deserve that."
Working for Fontbonne has brought
Doyle closer to home and given her a
career she loves.
"I'm excited about working at
Fontbonne. I'm enjoying it very much,"
she remarked. "I find the faculty very
supportive of each other's work and dedi
cated to maintaining Fontbonne's tradi
tion of high academic standards."

Graduation,
continued fom page 2
life. I'm afraid of going out into the 'real'
world, but I guess it's just like finishing an
old chapter in a book and beginning a new
one. Fontbonne has been like a big Italian
mother to me - always safe, understand
ing, and warm. I've made many friends,
and will miss everything!"
Theresa
Diliberto said, "Fontbonne has offered me
the right kind of atmosphere, one that sup
ports independence and self-exploration,
which has expanded my creativity. It's
also been a place filled with smiles and
hugs from many good friends., My teach
ers have prepared me for what lies ahead,
a future filled with many opportunities
and expectations."

Letter,
continued from page 2
Instead of holding class in the Lab, why
not use the demonstration computer in a
classroom? This computer is on a trans
portable cart with a large monitor. This
would allow an open lab that is conve
nient to all Fontbonne students.

Red Hot,
continued from page 4
pictures did not match the contemporary
dress, and until I heard the familiar name
dropping of Meryl Streep, Lisa Bonet, and
Sting, I was unsure of the time frame. In
all fairness, however, one of the women
does make reference to the 30's style fur
niture, but even this did not quite place
the action.
Overall, the play was entertaining and
amusing with some great one-liners and
interesting insights into the institution of
marriage and the need for excitement. In
the aftermath of Fatal Attraction, it's nice
to see someone with the urge not to have
an extramarital affair, even if Barney did
give it the old college try.
The play was directed by Richard
Hinners. The technical director was
Michael Sullivan, and the scenic, lighting
and costume designs were by Kimberly
Doyle. The play was performed April 22,
23, 29, 30 and 31 in the auditorium.

Campaign,
continued from page 1
"To understand that the faculty has come
up with $100,000. and then some in addi
tion to dedicating their time and skills to
this institution is very impressive to me,"
commented Governor Ashcroft. "For 64
years Fontbonne graduates have attained
positions of leadership and 94% of them
have a job or are attending graduate school
within six months of their graduation. A
Fontbonne education is more than just
what some people would call an education
because it also provides an awareness of

New Dean,
continued from page 1
here and reacting to each other in a sensi
tive manner." Dr. Dunham said, "I think
she will make a great dean, and I can't
wait till the executive team begins work
with her. She will fit well in that team."
Sister Peters will assume her duties on
July 5.

Julie, continued from page 2
when you want, and with whom you
want. You'll never find that in the FoBoCo catalogue, I
can assure you.
Independent study. It's not just a good idea; it's one of
mine.
Let's consider the evidence:
You choose the material. It is entirely up to you what
you'll be studying. If you're desperate to salvage a waning
GPA, create a class on something you already know a lot
about. Then ace the coarse and they all lived happily ever
after.
You pick the faculty advisor. Take the course with a
teacher who you know is an easy pushover. You know
you'll always be the star pupil, and you'll never have to
wait to be called on again.
It's self-paced. Hey, got a ton of reading to do for an
assignment? Take your time. If you don't cover all the
material by the end of the semester, just write it off the
course description.
You also get to set up the meeting times. If you only
want to do this once every moon, it is within the limits of
your rights. Never even meet, if you're the antisocial type.
Just be yourself; that's all I ask.
And, probably best of all, you get to name the course!

Meyers,
continued from page 7
speech. It takes continuous work, and as
Meyers puts it, "It's the constant talking,
feeding in the language, and getting it
back."
Then come other activities such
as the "letters" period, in which the chil
dren get daily letters from their parents.
Also, progress charts are made and added
two for each of the children.
Meyers doesn't leave the school until
about 4:30 or 5:00 p.m. every afternoon.
Since most of her students are boarders,
she relates the day's events to house-par
ents concerning each child. Finally, she
takes a few moments before leaving to
"unwind."
Meyers is certainly no stranger to hard
work or rigorous schedules that go along
with such a demanding job. When asked
of the difficulties of taking care of a fami
ly while maintaining such a tough sched
ule, she replied, "You have to make up
your mind: what are your priorities?
There were many times during those three
years [at the college] that I said to my hus
band 'I'm quitting; I can't handle this pres
sure,’ but I decided that, yeah, this is what
I want."
Of all the possible rewards for being a
deaf educator, and according to Meyers,
there are many, money is definitely not
included. The average starting salary for
a deaf educator is about 17 thousand dol
lars. "God knows, you make more money
somewhere else," admits Meyers, "I'm not
in it for the money." Her concern it
seems, is above all, for the children. "If I
ever get to the point where I'm constantly
complaining...after you've slapped me a
few times, I'm getting out, because I'm not
doing the children any good."
Barbara Meyers is firmly dedicated to
her children, both at home and on the job.
She advises current deaf ed majors simply
to, "Never give up: on the kids, on the par
ents, and on yourself. I have worked for 1
1/2 months with a child for him to know
his name and to know my name, and after
those 1 1/2 months he told me his name
name and he told me my name. I took
him around to every person in the depart
ment, and they applauded him. It's
instances like that, that say hey, this is
what it's all about."

Call it whatever you like! How'd you like a transcript
broadcasting that you were masterful in Nuclear Physics
and Really Impossible Ultracalculus? Life Theories and
Pre-Evolutionary Languages? Absolutely Everything?
You always wanted'to brag you were an expert at some
thing you're not; here's your chance to get proof.
Of course there's always the grey cloud to the silver
lining.
You will have to do your own homework, what with
no one else there off which to copy. And you can’t real
ly come to class unprepared and hope the other guys will
raise their hands more noticeably than you.
You're on your own. This will be either the easiest
class you've ever taken or the most challenging.
If nothing else, it will be the smallest. But how nice.
Hey, I mean it from the heart. You really oughta shoot
for an independent study sometime during your college
years. It's the next best thing to free credit hours.
So now I ask you:
Should we tell anyone else about this little miracle
treasure, or just keep it between you and me?
I swear, no innuendo or double meaning intended. For
the last time, this is not a sex guide!
Well -- not yet.

Deaf Educator

Alumna Barb Meyers Believes, "Never Give Up On The Kids"
By Jeff Patterson

attended a year at U. M. at Columbia and
another at UMSL before coming here.
Barbara Meyers, an educator at St. During the course of these two years, she
Joseph's Institute for the Deaf, Fontbonne made up for high school and was accepted
alum from 1972, loves her job. Her class for transfer at both here and Wash U. "I
room, a sharp contrast from the rigid aca chose Fontbonne because of the atmo
demic appearance of the school is enthusi sphere-total understanding and respect."
astically decorated with drawings and pic For Meyers, who is Jewish and was
tures most done by her and her students. already married during her three year
The teacher herself appears casual and attendance, the college was a particularly
optimistic, dressed in a long blue skirt and interesting experience. "It was my first
a sweatshirt with a picture of a penguin on experience with a nun," she comments
it, all topped off with a seemingly unde- humorously. But despite being over
terrable smile.
whelmingly in the minority, she felt no
With deaf education being an important discomfort in fitting in: "What really
and popular program at Fontbonne, impressed me was the comaraderie in the
Meyers was only too happy to relate her program."
experiences in the field.
Recalling her
She describes her experiences here as
reasons for getting into deaf ed, Meyers pleasant and speaks very highly of the aca
expains, "I always knew where I wanted demic side of the program. "You really
to go."
felt prepared after you came out of that
She was bom in University City and, program. Student teaching is the strongest
according to her, it was during her fifth point. You really have a lot of opportunity
grade year, as a Brownie, that her path to communicate with the kids to find out if
became clear. "We invited some children this is what you want." All current deaf ed
from St. Joseph's over to our school for majors must complete approximately 700
some activities...! was really impressed hours of work with deaf children, a
that they could talk and we could commu requirement unmatched by any other pro
nicate. I made up my mind then that I gram.
was going to work with deaf kids."
"We had sessions where we had to do a
Achieving her goal wasn't quite that lesson that was videotaped and have it cri
simple, though. Because of less than tiqued by the entire class. You learned
impressive grades in high school, she first you could take criticism from anybody
anywhere. That
was really help
ful to me." The
college, inci
dentally, has
since v aban
doned videotap
ing
studenttaught lessons,
Germania Bank proudly announces its new
although video
tapes of lessons
are used to
teach students
at St. Joseph's,
After graduating
from
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Fontbonne, Meyers was employed at the
Special School District for two years in
their deaf education program. After hav
ing her children, though, she quit teaching

Barb Meyers

full-time and began tutoring in her home.
As her children grew older, she decided
that she wanted to return to full-time, and
took a job at St. Joseph’s. There she
teaches preschool age students. Younger
students she says are "less intimidating,"
although she may one day consider mov
ing to older students in order to take
advantage of the higher level of communi
cation possible.
According to Meyers, a successful deaf
educator must possess certain qualities,
"you have to have a sense of humor or you
can't make it...you can't be too serious
minded...[you must] be able to laugh at
yourself and the kids. You must be able to
maintain order, and that goes all the way
through, but especially with the little kids,
It's something a lot of people have trouble
with: 'It's fun to play with them, but how
do I teach them?' I think you either have it
or you don't as far as being able to to take
control of a classroom; I can give a look
to a kid. There are looks you can give,

without one word, that can just stop a
group; no one can teach you that."
She also stresses a good relationship
with parents. "It's something I wasn't
taught in the program," she says. Now,
incidentally, there is a parent counseling
class available for deaf ed majors.
An average day for Barbara Meyers
begins at 5:50 a.m., and often goes to
about one or two the following morning.
After making sure her children are up and
fed, she gets to school, usually arriving
by 7 a.m. to prepare her materials for the
day. The children come in at 8:25 a.m.
After checking all the children's hearing
aids, she then goes over the plan of the
day's activities with them. The students
are then divided into groups: one taught
by Meyers, one by a student teacher, and
another is sent to the school's Early
Childhood Center, a new facility serving
as a kind of preschool, with music, art,
and other activities. Then, for twenty
minutes, Meyers does "show and tell"
with a group of children, in which she
brings different items to class and tries to
get the children to name them using
speech.
During this time, the student
teacher takes his/her group through a
cognitive activity . Following this,
groups of children perform auditory or
listening activities, in which they try to
utilize any residual hearing they possess.
After recess, which is from 10 to 10:30
a.m., the children go through much of the
same, the groups switching places from
time to time.
Once a week the children go on a
"language experience," in which they do
something or go somewhere in order to
develop new vocabulary. They may, for
example, simply take a tour of the school
and visit the different areas, such as the
cafeteria. Meyers takes pictures relating
to an experience of each of the kids.
These are used throughout the week to
add to the children's word and name
recognition ability, and further to their
Meyers continued on page 6

Landau Weighs In At Dietetics
By Susan Crader
The dietetics department has a new instructor,
Jacqui Landau, who has a special interest in
weight loss. "People need to realize that the
weight went on slowly, so it's going to come off
slowly," Landau commented about certain fad
diets, such as "Dream Away" and "Slim Fast," cur
rently on the market.
Landau's background in
dietetics is complimented by practical experience
which will prove an asset to the department. Her
credentials include a bachelor's degree in dietetics
from Florida State University and a Master's of
Public Health in Nutrition from the Unversity of
North Carolina.
A registered dietician, Landau has held posi
tions as a Public Health Nutritionist and as a Food
Management Consultant. Recently, she worked as
a Private Practice Consultant while maintaining a
part-time position as a Clinical Dietician.
Landau’s approach to a diet program is to get an
idea of what the person is currently eating, and the
level of the client's physical activity. It is also
important to evaluate any underlying problems that
may be causing the overeating or weight problem.
Although the results may not happen overnight,
sensible dieting is healthier and more realistic.
Landau pointed out two very basic problems
concerning weight loss that are not often consid
ered. First of all, some programs are "not hitting
any underlying problems the dieters may be expe
riencing." Secondly, "the dieters are not changing
their eating habits. They are taking drastic mea
sures."
Her first teaching job was the challenge of

Jacqui Landau
teaching her two daughters Andrea, age seven, and
Lauren, age five. She decided to teach her children
at home as the education available was not ade
quate or of good Christian background. When she
began to teach at the college level, Landau found
that her position was not only challenging and
demanding, but also that it required a lot of innova
tion. Textbooks have been more of a burden than a
help for her. To her dismay, the text for a Food
Theory Class was a ten-year old edition which
lacked updated information and added unnecessary
confusion when her text did not match the students’
texts.
Landau was bom and raised in New Jersey but
has lived in the south during most of her career.
She has adjusted quite well to St. Louis and is anx
ious to attend the Muny this spring, as she enjoys
symphony concerts during her leisure time. Being
a dietician seems to suit Landau perfectly as she
truly enjoys cooking, especially for her family.

THE PENALTY BOX
By Paul Graser
Welcome to another edition of The
Penalty Box. TPB is the only newspaper
call-in show where I call up students to get
their responses to campus sports-related
questions. (Except this edition.) The dead
line snuck up on me and 1 ran out of quar
ters.
Incidentally, is everyone aware of the
scandal in Texas where a D.J. went on the
air and asked for money? He told his lis
teners to send in $20 and failed to give a
reason for it. It started out as an April
Fool's prank, however the man made over
240 thousand dollars! FCC rules were not
broken and the D.J. is not obligated to
return the money. Can you imagine Texans
being so stupid? You don't think that any
body
in
Missouri
would,
I
mean.....ahem....
Anyway, for those of you who think this
edition of TPB won't be as exciting as the
others, you're always entitled to your own
opinion. (Even if it's wrong.)
By the
way, please send me all of your quarters.
Hurry. Don't delay. The semester is
almost over. I need to get those quarters
from you readers now. (No personal
checks.)
Let's change the subject and talk auto
racing. I’m sure most of you have heard of

At the Charity Races, Don't Throw Confetti, Just Throw Money
the Indianapolis 500. Well, a little known
fact here on campus is the fact that a top
flight proving grounds for drag racers
exists in the student parking lot.
Fontbonne International Speedway holds
daily time trials with competitions on
Friday afternoons.
The race-way itself is a difficult one to
negotiate for drivers. Three separate
lanes for acceleration converge into one
after a sharp right-hand turn, and only the
best drivers survive.
Let's just look in on a typical day at
the races for Fontbonne students.
The last class of the day is history
(meaning over with). It's a mad dash to
your trusty (sometimes reliable) motor
vehicle which has been conveniently
parked (backed it in) in a "visitor's only"
parking area. You jump in, (open the
door first) toss your books to the back,
and insert the key in the ignition.
As you turn the key, you marvel at the
sound of the power that's under your
hood. (Actually, you're just glad it started
this time.) Before "peeling out," you
check the following important points:
fuel gauge (it's there), seat belt (right
behind you), FM radio (loud), sunglasses
(whether sunny or not), and hair (prefer
ably your own). Everything looks good to

Paul Lewis and Coach McKinney (standing); (seated) Left to right, Todd Daube,
Dino McKinney and Dan Fournie.

Coaches Sign New Recruits
By Paul Graser
With the end of the regularly scheduled
season, Fontbonne's team players can
relax and enjoy the off-season with fond
reminiscent moments and recline
assuredly in the summer's warm sunlight.
For the coaches, it's a different story.
Off-season decisions can make or break a
team's quest for that championship
dynasty squad. For recruiters Paul Kipp
(volleyball), Mike Seerey (soccer), Lee
McKinney (men's basketball), and Karl
Lubsch (women's basketball), the 198889 campaign has already begun.
It's basically up to the respective coach
es to put together a winning team by
recruiting not only athletically inclined
students, but academically inclined stu
dents as well.
For Paul Kipp, Conference Volleyball
Coach of the year at Harris-Stowe this
past season, who will enter his first year
this next season with the Griffins, it's a
recruiting challenge that is welcomed.
" At Harris-Stowe, I had to pick play
ers with natural ability and then teach
them the game. Here the situation is dif
ferent. It's a more expensive school, and
the candidates have played since grade
school and already have a knowledge of
the game. I can get the best players pos
sible," said Kipp.
Those players signed are Kim Murray
from Notre Dame High School, and
Carolyn Salsman out of Cor Jesu.
"Kim is a good passer. Carolyn made
the All-Suburban South Journal team and
is accustomed to running a quick offense

which I plan to use," said Kipp.
With seven returning players, Kipp
hopes to get one or two more recruits.
"With players graduating after four
seasons, the ideal situation is to carry 12,
recruiting three freshmen each year,"
explained Kipp.
To be nationally ranked in the NAIA
is Kipp's goal. He hopes to achieve that
in as little as two years.
"If we can knock off William Woods,
who is nationally ranked, then we'll get
some recognition," said Kipp.
Switching to soccer, Coach Mike
Seerey's main concern was to find a goal
tender to replace Jim Trimble, who had
to carry the full work load last season.
Mission accomplished.
Recruited are Matt Brozovich from St.
Mary's High School, who made honor
able mention for the All-State team, and
Tony Caleca, a standout goalie from
CBC.
In addition, Seerey signed Ross Besch,
a forward from St. Mary's, and mid-field
er Mike Roberts, who is a transfer stu
dent from Forest Park.
In women's basketball, Coach Karl
Lubsch, whose team is coming off their
best season in history, has done an
admirable job in his recruiting endeavors.
The Lady Griffins will have two sets of
sisters running the courts for them.
Michelle Taormina, a forward from
Nerinx, and Kim Kutis, a guard from Cor
Jesu, will join the team with their sisters
Laura and Kathy.
Continued on page 6

go. You're ready to get the jump on traf
fic. With the finish line being where the
lot ends at Big Bend (or begins depending
on if you're coming or going), you're off
to the races.
Let the Fontbonne
Firecracker 5000 (that's millimeters)
begin!
With honest intentions of 40 or 50
miles per hour, you suddenly come to a
screeching halt. (You're almost out of
your parking spot.) It seems the car two
lengths down from you is backing
out.... slowly. You lean on your horn and
give the hand gesture which is world
reknown for "have a nice day." You
chance it and swerve around the car
glancing back to see which moron has
cost you valuable time. (OOPS! Sorry,
Sister.)
After almost taking out the "dumpster
of doom" on your recovery, you have a
quick but important decision to make.
Which of the three lanes do you take?
The outside left lane looks somewhat
clear, but of course is the longest. The
inside right lane is the quickest, but it's
one-way (and not the way you're going).
The center lane is always congested.
The decision is made. You floor it for the
one-way. Much to your dismay, the race's
first yellow-caution flag is waved. (On

coming traffic.) You re-direct and head
down the center lane. You encounter a
group of felines (women, chicks, dames,
skirts, broads, etc.) walking to their cars
with their backs to you, oblivious to the
fact you need to get through. You enjoy
the view, but really do need to get going.
You throw it in reverse, then head for the
outside left. Beware! More on-coming
traffic (and this one is bigger than you)
headed your way. But what is it? It's a
truck, it's a train.... NO! It's a (bleeping)
Wash. U. shuttle bus!
You reluctantly yield to this monstrosi
ty, which then decides to stop and park.
There still might be enough room to get
through between it (lack of a better word)
and the rest of the parked vehicles.
You s-q-u-e-e-z-e through holding your
breath in hopes of not scratching the rust
on the sides of your motor machine.
(Everybody knows that a rusty car will
still sell, but a rusty car with a scratch on
it, forget it.)
When you open your eyes, you see
daylight. An automatic nerve is triggered
from your brain to your foot as you accel
erate.
Soon you run out of real-estate, so it’s
time for the sharp right tum. In hopes
continued on page 6

Every day, thousands of college students ready, aim and fire their fingers
down their throats to make themselves sick. It’s called purging, and while it may
seem like the easy way to look healthy, it’s actually a sure way to become very ill.
Left unchecked, bulimia can cause rotten teeth, dehydration, a ruptured
stomach or esophagus, and kidney failure. In its latter stages, it can cause the
heart to skip beats, until one day it skips for good. But there is hope.
Through support group counseling, the professionals at St. John’s Mercy
Medical Center can help bulimia and anorexia victims find relief from their guilt,
depression, and years of loneliness. They can show them how to turn food into
nourishment instead of an obsession, and how to start feeling good about them
selves again.
At 9 a.m. on the third Saturday of every month, St. John’s holds free meetings
to discuss eating disorders and their symptoms. To find out more about the
meetings, just call 1-800-22ABTEC, or 569-6898 in Missouri.
Everyone is welcome and there are no questions asked, because the people
there know first hand how devastating bulimia and anorexia can be. And they
won’t be pointing fingers at anyone.

lb SomeoneWith
AnEatingDisonie

ABtec Support Group
The Anorexia Bulimia Treatment and Education Center at
St. John’s Mercy Medical Center, 615 South New Ballas Road, St. Louis, M0 63141

